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SIX LYRICS 

I AM WEARY OF BEING BITTER 

I am weary of being bitter and weary of being wise, 
And the armor and the mask of these fall from me, after 

long. 
I would go where the islands sleep, or where the sea-dawns 

rise, 
And lose my bitter wisdom in the wisdom of a song. 

There are magics in melodies, unknown of the sages; 
The powers of purest wonder on secret wings go by. 
Doubtless out of the silence of dumb preceding ages 
Song woke the chaos-world — and light swept the sky. 

All that we know is idle ; idle is all we cherish ; 
Idle the will that takes loads that proclaim it strong. 
For the knowledge, the strength, the burden — all shall perish : 
One thing only endures, one thing only — song. 

THE BIRDCAGE 

O tragic bird! whose bleeding feet, 
Whose maddened wings dizzily beat 
Against your cage in agony — 
Soon, soon to win your liberty! 
Still you believe that happiness 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Dwells just beyond the bars you press 
That if a sudden miracle 
Gave your desire, life would be well. 
The old, old dream ! The old, old lure ! 
The devil plays ; his stakes are sure. 
With happiness he baits his gin 
That still mankind shall perish in. 
And still we trust our hearts could be 
Blessed by the distant liberty, 
Blind to the newer agony ! 
The earth will be a frozen coal 
Before man knows his traitor soul. 

DON GIOVANNI 

It is not lust that leads me, 
It is not evil drives me; 
But beauty, beauty, beauty, 
Calling afar off. 

Prophet and poet know my urge and torture; 
Hermit and dreamer are my errant brothers. 
For I am mad with unattained beauty 
Calling afar off. . . . 

The fairer morrow, the horizons 
Lighted beyond old borders, 
The world's one savior — beauty 
Calling afar off. 
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